into the shade of the bushes, and then sat down with
thoughtful mien in the middle of the grass, which was
still damp with dew. Helene, who had watched him from
the laboratory window, smiled at the little figure in over-
all and sandals, and then turned to her work. When she
went to the window again about midday, he was still
sitting there, motionless, thoughtful and abstracted. She
regulated the temperature of a water-bath, fastened a
screw clip to a pipette, gave Herr Fabian, who was
assisting in the laboratory, some brief instructions, and
went quickly into the garden to Tintin.
" What's the matter with you, Tintin ? Why are you
so quiet ? " she asked, and put her hand on his light, fine,
sun-wanned hair,
" Ssh," whispered Tintin, " I am watching the daisies.
In the early morning they are shut and rosy-cheeked.
By midday they are open and look at me with their
yellow eyes. Now I have sat myself down to see them
open. How do they do it ? I've been sitting beside them
the whole time and haven't seen anything. And now
they are open. And in the evening they'll be asleep
again. Now I'm going to wait until the evening, Malee,
and watch them."
" Are you as patient as all that ? "
Tintin merely nodded his head.
" You must go to Frau Fabian now and get your food.
You can watch again afterwards."
* And you?"
« Oh—me. Do you know, Tintin, I can't feed with
you to-day. I must stay in the laboratory. I haven't any
time."'
" Neither have I," said Tintin, and folded his hands
on his back with an unmistakable Kobellin gesture,
** You must leave me in peace, Malee. I must think
things out."

